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“¢ Multa renafcentur, que jam cecidere :” —~ 
Hor. Ars Poet. 


«¢ Many fhall rife, that now forgotten lie.” FRANCIS. 


N this age of claffical refinement, in which the minds of the 

{tudious are turned to the contemplation of ancient poetry, and 
every colleétor is a lover of the black letter, it is fingular that fo 
few have made ufe of their hoard, and given the world an edition 
of its beauties. Collectors are in general too apt to be led on by 
a defire of being the fole pofleflor of a fcarce article; a fort of 
enthufiafm, that makes them talked of when living, and furnifhes, 
for a while, a pofthumous fame, by the publication of a fale- 
catalogue. The great misfortune attending fuch tranfactions is, 
that the oftener a icarce volume is fold, the more valuable it gets, 
and as many guineas have been given for an old play as the firft 
vender perhaps got pence. By thefe means alfo, thofe who pur- 
chafe books to read are. effe€tually fhut out from their view, and 
are compelled to give up the purfuit, becaufe their pockets are 
lighter than their heads. 

Few felections have been ufhered into the world without fome 
prefatory difcourfe, acquainting the Reader, that the Editor’s 
«¢ endeavours had been thwarted by the want of accefs to the 
¢¢ libraries of the curious, from whence, and whence only, ade- 
‘¢ quate materials are to be drawn.” Were thefe affertions not 
exactly agreeable to the truth, a far greater number would ‘be 
included in the lift of poets than are, or have been, generally 
admitted, 

Among the writers in the reign of Elizabeth who have been’ 
undefervedly neglected by compilers is Nicholas Breton, a perfon, 


as 





To4 LOUNGER’S N° 18, 


as Dr. Percy obferves, of no mean talents. The only fonnet 
of his that has been admitted into any colle@ion is “ Phillida and 
‘© Corydon,” which was firit publifhed in a very ancient Mifcellany, 
entitled, ** England’s Helicon,” 1600, quarto * : ‘The fame is copied 
by Mrs. Cooper, in the ** Mufes Library,” p. 295.: and, lattly, 
in the * Reliques of ancient Englifh Poetry,” vol. Ill. p. 62. This 
laft book contains fome few variations from the reft, being taken, 
as the Doétor informs us, from a MS, in his poffeffion. That 
Breton had his admirers is well teftified by feveral eminent men. 
Meres, in his fecond part of * Wit’s Commonwealth,” {peaks of 
him as a good writer both of lyric and elegiac poetry. He is 
Ad alluded to in the ** Scornful Lady” of Beaumont and Fletcher, 
2.; and again, in * Wit without Money,” A& 3. Ben Jonfon, who is 
pretty abufive where he thinks fit, has however complimented him 
in a copy of verfes prefixed to the ** Melancholike Humours ;” {0 that 
from thefe teftimonies he fhould certainly have rank, Dr. Percy 
has improperly ftyled him a dramatic poet, by affigning to him an 
interlude called, ** An old Man’s Leffon; or, a young Man’s Love.” 
That the Doétor fhould be led aftray is not to be cenfured, fince 
both Jacob and Gildon affert it with confidence. It is probable, 
however, that neither of thefe biographers had feen the piece; for, 
in the preface, Breton acknowledges himielf to be only the editor 
of this interlude: nay, he even declares he is wholly ignorant 
who the author is. Mr, Warton’s Hiftory being fill incomplete, 
we may yet have the fatisfaction of feeing the few traces: of 
Breton’s defcent compactly woven into a life; to which fortunate 
period the eyes of my Readers may be turned, who wait with 
anxiety the pleafure that has been long fince promifed in a fourth 
volume. — 

A confiderable number of tracts by this writer having fallen 


into my hands, the remainder of this week’s Paper will be dedi- 
cated to, I fear, a hafty feleGtion. 


‘“‘ THE TOYES OF AN IDLE HEAD: VERYE PLEASAUNTE, 
** PASSE AWAY IDLE TIME WITHALL. 
IMPRINTED AT LONDON BY RICHARD JHONES, 


DWELLING AT THE ROSE AND CROWNE, NEERE 
HOLBURNE BRIDGE. 1582. 


TO 


«A pretty Dittie in defpight of Fantafie, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


«¢ Since Fantafie fyr{t mooved mee, 
«* To rime thus rudely as you fee; 


“A pretty dittie of defpight 
“¢ Gaynfte Fantafie firft will I write. 


* A copy of this very rare and excellent book was purchafed by George Steevens, 
Eq. at the fale of Major Pearfon’s library, for the enormous fum of £. 5. 105. 
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«« Now, by my troth, I cannot chufe but {mile, 
‘** To fee the foolith fittes of Fantafie: 
*¢ With what deceits the dooth the mind beguile, 
« As pleafeth beft her great incomftancie: 

«* As well the wifeft, as the foolith man 

‘¢ She troubleth, I tell you, now and than. 


«And no denyall if the lyketh once, 

‘*¢ Tt muft be had what ever fo it bee: 

‘¢ And each day new devices for the nonce, 

“ Onely to pleafe miftreffe fond Fantafie : 
** For fhe can never like one thing two dayes, 
“ Though it deferve never fo great a praife. 


«¢ This thing to-day, to-morrow that againe, 

*¢ And yet the next day neither of them bothe: 

*: That now the likes, anon fhe will difdaine, 

«¢ And whom. fhe loved, feemeth now to.loathe: 
“* Thus chopping ftill, and changing every day, 
‘“‘ With vaine delights fhe leades the mi a4 away. 


«¢ She makes the lover thinke his lady fayre, 

** Although fhe.be as foule as foule may bee: 

«¢ She makes him eke build caftles in the ayre, 

«¢ And very farin mill-ftones for to fee : 
«s And in the ende, I thinke if all were knowne, 
«¢ She makes him fee, a foole’s head of his owne. 


“¢ She makes'my lady fo much to efteeme, 

«¢ Of her greene pratling parratte in the cage: 

«¢ This makes her eke her little page to deeme, 

*¢ The fineft boye in England of his age. 
«¢ This makes her fet more by her tame white deare, 
«¢ Then fome would do by twenty pounds a yeare. 


«¢ And who can choofe but laugh to thinke upon, 
«¢ Such frowarde fittes of foolifh Fantafie? — 
«¢ And how alas the minde is woe-begon 
«¢ If that it hath not each thing by and by, 
«¢ That fhe defires, what ever fo it be, 
<< Coft life or death, it muft be had, we fee. 


st’Shee feedes the minde of man, with many a toye, 


ss Shee makes himfelfe to feeke his owne decay : 
“‘ In thinges of nought, fhe makes him fet his joye, 
«6 And from all-vertue leades him quite away. 
«s And thee it is that vainly caufed me, 
«s Againft her felfe to rime thus as you fee.” 
S 2 ‘6 MELAN- 
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MELANCHOLIKE HUMOURS, 
IN VERSES OF DIVERSE NATURES, SET DOWNE 
BY NICH. BRETON, GENT. 
LONDON < 


PRINTED BY RICHARD BRADOCKE. 1600. 


46 A. PRETTY EPIGRAM UPON WELTH AND WILL. 


4¢ Where Welth doth want, there Will can beare no {way, 
“¢ And where Will wants, there Wealth can make no way. 
«« In many things Welth greatly rules the rofte, 
*¢ In fome things too, Selfe-will will beare a fway. 
‘¢ To winne the wager, Welth will fpare no coft, 


6 Which to fubvert, Will worketh many a way: 


¢¢ And in the end, let Welth do what he can: 


4¢ Yet commonly ‘Will ftands the ftouter man.” 


*¢ A BRIEFE OF SORROWE. 


“‘ Mufe of fadneffe, neere deaths fathion, 
« Too neere madneffe, write my paffion, 
«¢ Paines poflefle mee, forrowes {pill mee, 
<* Cares diftreffe mee, all would kill mee. 


‘< Hopes haue faild mee, Fortune foild mee, 

“‘ Fears haue quaild me, all haue {poild mee. 

<«* Woes haue worne mee, fighes haue foakt mee, 
«« Thoughts haue torne mee, all haue broke mee, 


«¢ Beauty ftrooke me, loue hath catcht mee, 
« Death hath took mee, all difpatcht mee.” 


“6 A SOLEMN SONNET. 


«‘ Fortvne hath writ characters on my heart, 
‘* As full of croffes, as the fkinne can holde: 
« Which tell of torments, tearing every part, 
‘* While death and forrowe doe my fate vnfolde. 


¢ Patience fits leaning like a pining foule, 
‘¢ That had no heart to thinke of hopes reliefe ; 
4¢ While fruitleffe cares difcomfort doe enroule, 
*¢ Within the ground of neuer ending griefe. 


3 «¢ Thoughts 
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‘¢ Thoughts flie about, as allin feare confounded: 

« Reafon growne mad, with too much mal content, 
«¢ Loue paflion-rent, to fee his patience wounded, 

«¢ With dreadfull terrors of defpaires intent: 


«¢ While care concludes, in comforts ouerthrowne, 
«« When death can fpeak, my paffions fhal be fhowne.” 


* A STRANGE A, B, C. 


st To learne the babies A, B, C, 
“Js fit for children, not for mee, 
¢¢ | knowe the letters all fo well, , 
I neede not learne the way to fpell : 
*s And, for the croffe, before the rowe, 
«¢ I learn’d it all too long agoe. 


a. 


w- 


6 


Then let them goe to fchoole that lift, 
To hang the lippe, at Had I wift. 

*¢ T neuer lou’d a booke of horne, 

s¢ Nor leaues, that haue their letters worne, 
*© Nor with a fefcueito direct mee, 

‘¢ Where every puny fhall correct mee. 


6 


nw 


«6 [ will the treuant play a while, 

And, with mine eare, mine eye beguile, 

And only heare, what other tee, Sha 
What mocketh them as well.as mee, 

“¢ And laugh at him, that goes to fchoole, ” 

“¢ To learne with mee to play the foole. 


$ 


‘4b 


a“ 


4 


- 


« 


La 


But foft a while: I haue mittocke. | 
This is but fome imagin’d booke, | 
That wilfull hearts in wantons eyes ; 
Doe onely by conceits deuife : 

«Where {pell, and put together proue 


d 
«© The reading of the rules of love. | 


¢ 


nw 
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on 


6 


- 


‘ 


But, if it be fo, let it bee: | 

It thall no leffon be for mee. 

Let them goe {pell, that can not reede, | 

And know the croffe voto their freede ; 

«© While 1 am taught but to ditcerne, | 

«© How to forget the thing I learne,” | 
“A FARE 


6 


- 


‘ 


< 


- 
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‘6 A FAREWELL TO CONCEIT. 


‘‘ Farewell conceit: conceit no more wel fare. 

«© Hope feeds the heart with humours, to no end: 
‘* Fortune is falfe in dealing of her fhare ; 

‘“¢ Vertue in Heauen, muft only feeke a friend. 


« Adieu defire: defire, no more adieu. 
** Will hath no leafure to regard defart : | 
‘¢ Loue findes, too late, the prouerbe all too true, 
«« That beauties eyes ftoode neuer in her heart. 


*¢ Away poor loue: loue feeke no more a way 
«¢ Vito thy woe, where wifhing is no wealth: 
“In nightes deepe darkneffe, neuer looke for day, 
‘¢ Nor in hearts fickneffe, euer feeke for health. * 


“‘ Defire, conceipt, away, adieu, farewell. 
*¢ Loue is deceiu’d, that feeks for heauen in hell.” 
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